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EPIPHANIES 

The  ancient  church  festival  of  Epiphany,  cele- 
brated January  6,  commemorates  the  arrival  of  the 
Magi  in  Bethlehem  to  find  Jesus.  They  carried  gifts 
to  a baby,  not  sure  why.  . . only  understood  the 
journey  compelled,  were  faithful  to  an  inward  map, 
knew  they  were  to  meet  a king,  were  to  worship  him. 

The  Magi  were  a priestly  caste  of  Media  and 
Persia.  In  later  times  they  were  considered  sorcerers, 
thus  the  link  between  priest.  Magi,  magician— a link 
between  the  divine  and  all  creativity.  (A  more 
generalized  meaning  of  the  word  epiphany  is  an 
appearance  or  a becoming  manifest,  especially  of 
a deity.) 

All  art  is  epiphany  and  has  its  genesis  in  that 
place  we  sometimes  experience  in  Meeting  for 
Worship— wordless,  without  imagery— where  we 
await  an  appearance,  what  is  gathering  to  become 
manifest.  When  we  hear  an  inspired  message,  we 
recognize  its  Source. 

Similarly,  when  the  poem  takes  shape  under  the 
hand  and  becomes  music  in  the  mouth;  when  the 
painting  or  sculpture  materializes  shape,  inviting 
exchange  or  touch;  when  a melodic  line  translates 
from  a heard-image  in  the  head  to  dance  on  the 
lines  of  a staff— we  participate  in  a visitation. 
Something  of  deity  visibly  arises  through  us,  sepa- 
rates itself  from  us,  stands  alone  that  others  may 
know  it,  as  well,  and  may  be  claimed  by  its  power 
and  drawn  toward  their  own  creation,  transforma- 
tion. 

There  are  artists  who  are  Friends.  When  one 
travels  to  Friends’  gatherings,  there  are  rich  oppor- 
tunities to  participate  in  workshops  on  the  creative 
arts.  I attended  one  such  at  North  Pacific  Yearly 
Meeting  last  July.  Included  in  this  issue  are  ex- 
cerpts recorded  in  the  Creative  Arts  Workshop  led 
by  four  young  artists  from  Multnomah  Meeting, 
some  of  whose  work  you  will  savor  in  this  issue, 
whose  epiphanies  speak  in  varied  media. 

At  this  time  of  hopeful  celebration,  I give  you 
a rock,  a personal  epiphany  which  became  a poem 
in  a writing  workshop  during  a Meeting  retreat. . . 

(Continued  on  page  76) 
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Blair  and  Paul  Jolly 


Conversion 

by  Paul  Jolly,  Strawberry  Creek  Meeting 
and  Scattergood  Friends  School 

[Northern  California’s  section  of  the  Quaker 
Spiritual  Quest,  several  years  in  planning  by  the 
Religious  Education  Committee  of  Pacific  Yearly 
Meeting  (and  helped  by  Friends’  experience  in  the 
program  offered  for  five  years  by  Philadelphia 
Yearly  Meeting),  opened  a year  of  worship,  study 
and  reflection  for  some  forty-eight  Friends  who 
gathered  in  retreat  at  Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center 
in  September. 

Classes  in  Quakerism,  the  Bible  and  Christian 
Thought  are  now  under  way  in  the  Sacramento 
area  and  in  Berkeley  as  well  as  in  Southern 
California,  with  each  program  arranged  to  serve 
the  needs  of  the  particular  location. 

The  planning  committee  invited  Paul  Jolly,  who 
grew  up  in  PYM  and  is  now  fundraiser  for  Scatter- 
good Friends  School  in  Iowa,  to  talk  with  us  from 
the  heart  of  his  own  religious  life.  Paul  spoke  about 
conversion,  and  what  follows  is  a portion  of  his 
offering  which  so  touched  us  all,  and  continues  to 
encourage  us.  -Jeanne  Lohmann] 

I am  very  happy  that  we  have  gathered  to  consid- 
er how  we  can  deepen  our  spiritual  lives— I have 
longed  to  be  part  of  such  a process  for  a long  time. 

I am  sorry  that  distance  prevents  me  from  partici- 
pating in  the  whole  study  program.  But  my  heart 
will  be  with  you.  I am  eager  for  the  success  of  this 
venture. 


Rumor  has  it  that  fifteen  years  ago  there  was  a 
discussion  group  at  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting  entitled 
“Do  Friends  Believe  in  God?”  We  have  come  a long 
way  since  then.  I was  very  moved  by  the  grace 
with  which  we  bypassed  that  question  in  our  theo- 
logical exercizes  this  morning.  I want  to  bypass  it 
again  and  talk  about  conversion. 

I led  a worship-sharing  group  at  PYM  several 
years  ago,  and  was  too  timid  to  invite  any  vital  dis- 
cussion. So  I proposed  bland  queries,  and  we  had 
mild  conversations.  On  the  third  day,  when  I pro- 
posed the  third  bland  query,  Theodore  Black  said, 
“That’s  too  pedestrian.”  He  suggested  the  query. 
“What  makes  you  shudder?”  That  question  has 
been  a key  for  me  ever  since.  I want  to  talk  about 
what  makes  me  shudder,  what  makes  me  turn 
toward  God.  And  interspersed  with  my  ramblings, 

I want  to  share  several  poems  that  I have  written 
in  the  last  three  years.  Not  because  my  own  poems 
are  the  best  illustrations  I can  find  of  the  points  I 
am  trying  to  make,  but  because  I am  talking  about 
instances  of  communion,  and  it  is  those  instances 
that  inspire  me  to  write. 

It  is  hard  to  talk  about  God  without  reducing 
God  to  an  object.  The  language  is  against  us.  I 
recognize  this  difficulty  in  a poem,  “A  Name  for 
All,”  in  which  I ask  the  question,  “How  does  the 
Great  Name  inhabit  a human  larynx?” 

Conversion  is  a word  used  by  some  Christians 
to  describe  the  sudden  experience  of  accepting 
Christ  and  being  turned  away  from  sin.  It  means 
becoming  an  insider.  Because  my  life  is  an  ongoing 
discovery  of  the  mystery  of  God,  and  because  the 
Society  of  Friends  encompasses  an  endless  parade 
of  theologies,  “A  circle  whose  circumference  is  no- 
where and  whose  center  is  everywhere,”  the  idea 
of  a once-and-for-all  threshold  is  too  simplistic  to 
speak  of  my  experience.  When  I am  asked  by 
someone  who  hopes  to  win  my  soul  if  I have  been 
saved,  I usually  say,  “Yes,  many  times.”  That  is 
the  most  honest  answer  I can  give  to  a question 
that  suggests  I am  either  in  or  out  of  the  life  of 
the  Spirit.  I have,  many  times,  been  lifted  from  a 
spiritual  tailspin  and  brought  to  peace  and  em- 
powerment by  God.  Yet,  reluctant  as  I am  to  do 
so,  I must  give  credit  to  the  evangelists  of  various 
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(Conversion:  Cont.  from  page  63) 
persuasions  who  have  provoked  me.  God  bless 
them!  In  Greyhound  buses,  on  street  corners,  and 
on  my  own  front  porch,  they  spoke  to  me  because 
they  knew  the  truth  and  they  wanted  me  to  know 
it,  too.  They  told  me  I had  to  read  the  Bible,  be- 
ginning with  their  favorite  verses,  that  I had  to  be 
baptised  in  water,  that  I had  to  recognize  that  I 
was  guilty  from  the  moment  of  birth.  They 
irritated  me  with  their  simple  answers  to  my  com- 
plex questions,  and  the  irritation  induced  me  to 
probe  deeper,  and  eventually  led  me  to  deposit 
the  whole  mess— original  sin,  vicarious  suffering, 
and  eternal  bliss— in  God’s  hands.  I said,  “God, 
if  Christianity  is  a way  to  you,  show  me.”  Six 
months  later,  in  a meeting  for  worship  at  PYM’s 
theology  conference,  I experienced  a series  of 
visions  of  myself  thrust  into  different  scenes  in 
Christ’s  life.  I was  one  of  the  fishermen  to  whom 
Jesus  said,  “Come  with  me  and  I will  make  you 
fishers  of  men.”  I was  among  those  who  exalted 
Jesus  waving  palm  branches  as  he  rode  into 
Jerusalem.  He  offered  me  the  cup  of  wine  at  the 
last  supper.  And  I was  among  those  who  mocked 
him  as  he  died  on  the  cross.  This  very  quick  suc- 
cession of  still  images,  which  remain  vivid  in  my 
mind  nine  years  later,  made  it  clear  that  Christ  has 
authority  to  lead  me  to  God. 

I have  been  delivered  to  God  many  times,  some- 
times in  a dramatic,  nearly  brutal  way.  So,  even 
though  the  term  conversion  is  foreign  to  our  Quaker 
vocabulary,  I believe  that  it  is  helpful  in  disclosing 
my  own  experience  of  God. 

During  my  engagement  to  Blair,  two  and  a half 
years  ago,  we  said  to  one  another,  “I  am  going  to 
change  you.”  I don’t  know  if  that  was  a mistake  or 
not.  It  was  obvious  that  we  needed  to  change  to 
accommodate  one  another.  I was  accustomed  to 
being  a free-spirited  rambler,  and  she  was  accus- 
tomed to  being  a single  mother.  The  two  years 
since  then  have  taught  us  that  change  is  a very  slow 
and  confusing  process.  God  is  a wiser,  more  patient, 
and  gentler  fiance"  than  Blair  and  I.  God  does  not 
say  I want  to  change  you,  but  “I  love  you.  Follow 
me  and  you  will  change.” 

One  of  the  most  dramatic  changes  in  my  life  has 
been  learning  that  I can  praise  God  in  poetry.  For 
several  years  I believed  that  the  fate  of  twentieth 


century  American  poets  was  to  articulate  groping 
despair.  I wrote  poems  of  tremendous  brutality. 
When  I was  in  college  I wrote  a poem  in  the  voice 
of  a rapist.  It  began  “Don’t  scream;  I just  want  to 
touch  you.”  One  friend  told  me  that  when  I read 
it  she  felt  like  running  screaming  out  of  the  room. 

I was  sorry,  but  I didn’t  feel  like  I was  in  control. 

I was  giving  voice  to  something  vigorous  without 
any  sense  of  responsibility.  Three  years  ago,  quite 
suddenly,  I realized  that  I had  been  apprenticed  to 
poets  who  taught  me  how  to  write,  but  had  no 
idea  of  what  to  write  about.  The  liberation  from 
that  apprenticeship  was  accompanied  by  feelings 
of  relief,  gratitude  and  aspiration. 

For  several  years  before  draft  registration  was 
reinstated  in  1980, 1 had  been  aware  that  it  was 
coming,  and  pondered  how  I would  respond.  I 
knew  that  to  be  faithful  to  my  relationship  with 
God  I would  need  to  resist  the  perpetual  drift 
toward  war,  and  yet  I was  fearful  that  a prison 
term  would  destroy  me.  In  a meeting  for  worship, 
at  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting,  I heard  God  say  “If  you 
are  faithful,  the  source  of  love  will  not  be  closed 
to  you.”  It  was  liberating  and  also  frightening. 
Incidentally,  Blair  was  in  the  same  meeting  for  wor- 
ship and  felt  Faye  kick  for  the  first  time.  The  spirit 
was  moving  in  that  meeting,  and  it  set  me  on  a road 
that,  six  years  later,  led  me  to  become  Faye’s  father 
when  she  was  five. 

These  experiences  I have  recounted  of  liberation 
and  guidance  are  solitary  revelations.  But  there  are 
many  times  when  God  has  spoken  to  me  through  a 
circle  of  friends.  After  two  years  of  draft  resistance 
I attended  an  anti-draft  rally  in  Washington.  The 
evening  before  the  rally  there  was  a religious  service 
that  culminated  in  everyone  present  signing  a state- 
ment of  complicity  with  draft  resisters.  I was  over- 
come. Here  were  hundreds  of  people  approaching 
the  altar  with  candles  in  their  hands,  to  put  their 
names  on  a document  that  said,  “We  stand  with 
you.”  The  feeling  of  solitary  witness  transcended 
was  very  powerful. 

Later  at  a vigil  commemorating  the  anniversary 
of  the  death  of  Oscar  Romero,  bishop  of  El 
Salvador,  in  St.  Mary’s  Cathedral  in  San  Francisco 
several  hundred  people  spoke  the  Lord’s  Prayer  in 
Spanish  and  in  English  simultaneously.  To  hear 


FRIENDS  BULLETIN 


DECEMBER,  1986  - PAGE  65 


those  two  languages  fusing  into  a single  plea  for 
peace  was  very  moving: 

Thy  will  be  done,  on  Earth,  as  it  is  in  Heaven. 
Hagase  tu  voluntad  en  la  tierra  como  en  el  cielo. 

Here  is  a poem  celebrating  how  in  friendship  we 
thrust  one  another  into  heaven. 

Red  Rover 

You  drew  me  in.  You  said  “We’re  living 
one  life.”  Yes.  We’ll  win  this  Red  Rover. 

Tumble,  sprinter,  across  heaven’s  gate. 

My  old  hands  will  light  your  way. 

Finish  your  tea  and  go. 

Scale  the  sky  wall,  the  text 

of  the  warrior  psalm  sewn  in  your  shirt  hem, 

“I  will  not  fear 
the  dark  of  night 
Nor  the  arrows 
that  fly  by  day.” 

May  darks  and  arrows,  sister,  be  your  rungs. 

Your  embrace  will  impress  a new  contour  on  God. 
The  space  you  occupy  will  soon 
be  filled  with  a new  gospel. 

Unhinge  your  soul,  like  a python’s  jaws, 
to  take  it  in  whole.  Coming  downstream 
from  heaven,  your  feet  will  spark  songs 
from  the  rocks  they  touch. 

There  is  a wonderful  story  in  Martin  Buber’s 
book.  Tales  of  the  Hasidim,  which  beautifully 
illustrates  our  responsibility  for  one  another  in 
prayer. 

You  know  that  there  are  birds  of  passage 
who  fly  to  warm  countries  in  the  autumn. 

Well,  the  people  in  one  of  those  lands  once 
saw  a glorious  many-colored  bird  in  the  midst 
of  a flock  which  was  journeying  through  the 
sky.  The  eyes  of  man  had  never  seen  so  beau- 
tiful a bird.  He  alighted  in  the  top  of  the 
tallest  tree  and  nested  in  the  leaves.  When 
the  king  of  the  country  heard  of  it,  he  bade 
them  fetch  down  the  bird  with  his  nest.  He 
ordered  a number  of  men  to  make  a ladder 
up  the  tree.  One  was  to  stand  on  the  other’s 
shoulders  until  it  was  possible  to  reach  high 


enough  to  take  the  nest.  It  took  a long  time 
to  build  this  living  ladder.  Those  who  stood 
nearest  the  ground  lost  patience,  shook  them- 
selves free,  and  everything  collapsed. 

The  story  presents  me  with  a tragic  image:  the 
bottom  few  people  losing  patience  and  walking 
away  just  as  the  man  in  the  branches  is  reaching 
and  about  to  grasp  the  glorious  bird. 

I attended  California  Yearly  Meeting  several 
years  ago,  and  was  impressed  by  the  Friends  I met 
there.  They  were  very  hospitable,  and  very  curious 
about  those  other  Quakers.  One  evening  I was  sit- 
ting in  the  chapel,  somewhat  troubled.  Two  wo- 
men saw  me  and  sensed  my  unhappiness,  and  asked 
if  they  could  pray  with  me.  I consented.  They 
lifted  my  troubles  quickly  to  God,  and  then  they 
left.  Their  boldness  and  grace  inspired  me.  I want 
to  learn  to  be  so  bold.  Why  am  I so  timid  about 
initiating  prayer? 

Conversion  is  mutual  and  contagious.  Four 
years  ago  when  I was  22, 1 bicycled  across  the  coun- 
try on  a disarmament  mission  with  five  other  people. 
Many  of  you  offered  hospitality  to  us  in  the  early 
days  of  our  trip.  Though  five  of  the  six  of  us  con- 
sidered ourselves  Friends,  two  of  us  were  out  to 
wage  peace  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  and  two  of  us 
jumped  in  terror  every  time  we  heard  that  name. 

It  was  very  tense  at  first.  But  in  the  course  of  our 
life  together,  we  learned  to  trust  one  another,  and 
by  sharing  the  intense  experiences  of  our  lives  in 
transit,  we  developed  a common  ministry.  We  con- 
verted each  other.  Now,  when  we  see  each  other, 
it  is  like  seeing  a brother  or  sister.  What  we  shared 
is  like  a whole  eighteen  years  of  childhood,  com- 
pressed into  eight  months.  I believe  that  something 
similar  can  happen  here. 

I also  cannot  convert  myself.  God  is  the  active 
power.  Even  the  simple  act  of  sitting  down  to 
pray,  is  initiated  by  God.  God’s  invitation  to  pray 
preceeds  the  prayer. 

It  is  not  even  entirely  accurate,  I feel,  to  say 
that  I am  converted.  That  implies  that  it  is  a 
process  with  a beginning  and  an  end,  a subject  and 
an  object.  A poem  I wrote  several  months  ago  con- 
veys my  experience  of  ever-deepening  relationship 
with  God. 
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Last  pilgrimage,  this  was  utter  sanctuary. 

Now  it’s  the  gate  where  you  wash  your  feet. 
Leave  your  shoes.  All  wisdom 
useless  as  a half-length  crutch. 

Pure  land  is  near.  Enter 
Like  tea  enters  boiling  water. 

I told  you  that  I was  going  to  speak  about  con- 
version, and  then  I told  you  that  I cannot  convert 
other  people,  that  I cannot  convert  myself,  that  I 
cannot  even  exactly  speak  of  being  converted. 
Laying  aside  standard  English,  I am  going  to  assert 
that  I am  a conversion.  We  are  a conversion.  Praise 
God.  Conversion.  We  are  a conversion.  Praise  God. 

On  Becoming  an  Instrument 

by  Carolyn  Wilhelm,  Multnomah  Meeting, 
from  the  Creative  Arts  Workshop,  NPYM 

I’m  involved  in  seeking  though  painting.  It’s 
become  very  clear  to  me  within  this  past  year  that 
what  I’m  experiencing  is  a spiritual  bonding  be- 
tween what  I’ve  always  felt  the  most  clear  and  the 
most  centered  doing— my  art— and  my  spiritual 
journey.  This  has  been  such  a delightful  discovery 
that  I’ve  been  carried  on  an  inner  bubbling  ever 
since  the  two  paths  crashed  together  as  I stood  in 
front  of  a painting,  psychically  sliced  open,  as  it 
spoke  to  me  like  words  have  never  done.  This 
aspect  of  paintings  I had  not  really  believed— that 
they  can  speak— because  I looked  at  them  as  com- 
positions. I related  to  them  as  an  artist  but  didn’t 
believe  in  them  as  a language. 

My  spiritual/artistic  process  is  to  become  more 
clear  within  myself,  and  one  of  the  great  personal 
discoveries  for  me  has  been  that  this  quest  can 
circle  around  people.  I had  experienced  the  iso- 
lation of  painting  as  painful  until  I discovered  re- 
cently that  I’m  a people-person  and  the  atmosphere 
that  develops  between  the  person  I’m  drawing  or 
painting,  especially  a friend  I don’t  know  as  well 
as  I’d  like  to,  is  like  worship-sharing. 

Another  thing  I’ve  always  felt,  especially  if  I was 
beginning  a new  painting,  was  a reluctance  to  go 
into  my  studio  and  begin— that  was  the  last  thing  I 
ever  wanted  to  do!  After  about  ten  years  of  this 


reluctance  I decided  it  was  something  like  morning 
sickness.  I dreaded  all  the  monkeys  I had  on  my 
back  about  the  performance  I’d  have  to  do  once 
I went  into  my  studio.  When  I realized  how  much 
of  a pattern  that  was,  I knew  that  one  way  of  enter- 
ing my  studio  would  be  to  go  in,  sit  down  and  wor- 
ship. Doing  that  helped  me  get  over  my  own  over- 
whelming expectations  regarding  performance. 

I have  brought  with  me  a painting  of  my  mother 
which  I did  after  she  died  from  ovarian  cancer.  It 
is  my  first  painting  in  which  I believed  I had  created 
a language  that  others  could  hear  and  see.  (In  my 
disbelief,  I feel  God  helped  me.  And  some  day  I’ll 
accept  that  I can  do  something  which  will  speak 
clearly.  But  when  that  happens,  it  isn’t  me  speak- 
ing. It’s  God.) 

The  other  painting  we’re  looking  at  is  of 
Charlotte  Wise  from  our  meeting  who  is  a wonder- 
ful lady,  a salty  lady,  someone  who  has  been  there 
for  me  in  ways  others  have  not.  The  portrait  is  a 
thank  you  to  Charlotte  and  to  the  Meeting  because 
it’s  a visual  act  of  marrying  my  seeking  in  my  friends 
to  my  seeking  in  my  painting.  I really  feel  clearly 
called  that  this  is  what  I am  to  do. 

The  Quaker  phraseology,  “finding  the  light  in 
other  people”  is  very  concrete  to  me.  Light  is  an 
image  which  has  haunted  me,  enlightened  me  and 
filled  me.  Light  on  surfaces  and  the  way  shadows 
shine,  and  the  color  in  shadows,  and  the  color  in 
light,  and  what  makes  a painting  shine,  what  makes 
a painting  have  light  in  it— I’m  just  an  infant  in  this 
learning.  My  skills  are  honed  and  they  are  at  a level 
where  I’m  able  to  teach,  but  it’s  the  spiritual  part 
that’s  trying  to  catch  up. 

What  I’ve  avoided  talking  about  just  now  is  the 
Light  within.  I’m  trying  to  be  clear  enough  in  my- 
self to  step  aside  from  my  own  self-doubts  and  my 
own  doubts  about  being  a carrier  of  God’s  will  and 
just  become  the  instrument.  To  paint  and  to  love 
the  people  I’m  painting  and  to  try  somehow  to  put 
that  love  forward  and  allow  myself  to  be  as  open 
to  that  and  to  the  pain  of  that  as  possible— the  ex- 
posure to  this  process  is  awesome. 

I hadn’t  believed  that  I could  say  something 
beautiful  with  my  art  which  would  somehow  be 
meaningful.  I grew  up  in  the  generation  of  the 

(Continued  on  page  68} 
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(On  Becoming  an  Instrument:  Cont.  from  page  66) 
Vietnamese  war  and  when  I was  a little  kid  and 
heard  a plane  go  overhead,  I was  sure  it  was  carry- 
ing the  atom  bomb.  We  had  images  of  war  and 
impending  doom  in  our  heads.  That  was  the  harsh 
reality  of  the  media  and  we  had  to  face  up  to  it. 

For  these  reasons  I felt  speaking  love  was  irrelevant, 
but  I realize  that  was  an  eighteen-year-old’s  idea. 
Now  speaking  love  is  really  important  to  me. 

That’s  what  I’m  trying  to  do.  What  is  most  impor- 
tant to  me  presently  is  that  I’m  on  the  first  steps  of 
a journey  which  makes  me  very  excited,  and  I don’t 
know  where  it’s  going. 

On  Art  as  Risk-Taking 

by  Peg  Nazari  Marson,  Multnomah  Meeting 
from  the  Creative  Arts  Workshop,  NPYM 

I think  that  speaking  love  is  what  my  art  is 
about,  too.  I still  don’t  see  myself  as  a people- 
person,  however.  I’m  a nature,  animal,  and  internal 
person  and  I experience  incredible  joy  living  in  this 
incredibly  beautiful  world  and  feeling  the  power 
and  the  beauty  that  come  with  the  ability  to  think. 
I’m  very  grateful  to  God  for  the  talent  He’s  given 
me.  In  humans  and  in  animals,  to  a degree,  thoughts 
can  be  used  as  tools  to  shape  our  universe,  to  shape 
realities. 

One  of  the  reasons  I relate  so  well  to  animals  is 
that  they  are  so  present-moment.  They  totally  ex- 
perience whatever  is  happening  to  them  without 
dwelling  on  the  past  or  worrying  about  the  future. 
This  gives  them  tremendous  freedom  which  many 
people  have  lost  as  they’ve  grown  out  of  childhood. 
Children  tend  to  be  very  present-moment  also 
which  comes  with  its  own  kinds  of  problems  and 
limitations  but  can  also  be  very  freeing. 

My  paintings  deal  with  what  I see  around  me 
and  the  magic  that  I see  in  these  things  or  in  some 
cases,  in  my  abstracts,  they’re  the  magic  of  inner 
states— words  and  thought  processes  and  music 
which  I experience  inside  myself. 

For  instance,  the  sea  shell  painting:  I was  work- 
ing just  very  randomly  with  sea  shells  which  I col- 
lect along  with  rocks,  small  sticks  and  feathers. 

They  were  lying  on  a table  top.  I was  looking  at 
them  to  see  how  they  fit  together,  thinking  in 
terms  of  music:  high  notes,  low  notes,  fast 


rhythms,  different  instruments.  I was  trying  to 
arrange  my  two-dimensional  surface  in  a way  that 
would  show  how  I experience  the  music  and  the 
magic  in  organic  shapes.  I think  also  a very  impor- 
tant element  of  that  painting  to  me  lies  in  my 
attempt  to  break  it  up  into  an  abstract  design  and 
handle  every  small  part  individually  with  the  image 
of  the  whole  in  my  mind.  My  paintings  (although 
I have  a vague  idea  about  where  they’re  going) 
take  me  where  they  wish  and  I don’t  completely 
pre-plan.  I never  pre-draw  a painting.  I start  with 
one  end  and  build  onto  it.  So  in  my  breaking  down 
of  abstract  shapes,  I try  to  make  each  shape  work 
with  other  shapes  and  to  be  a complete  shape  in 
itself.  If  you  were  to  look  at  any  of  the  background 
sections  and  were  to  consider  it  as  an  object,  you 
would  be  able  to  see  it  as  something  with  a life  of 
its  own.  And  so  the  spaces  between  objects,  what 
people  normally  think  of  as  the  objects  in  a paint- 
ing, are  extremely  important  to  me,  too.  They 
represent  the  relationship  between  all  things. 

The  larger  painting  I call  “Icarus.”  It  was  a 
more  internal  search.  It  started  out  with  a very 
simple  design:  the  main  cross  shape  that  runs 
through  the  center  and  the  circle  which  represents 
the  sun  or  the  light  or  heaven.  The  cross  shape  to 
me  was  indicative  of  spiritual  search.  I was  think- 
ing as  the  picture  evolved  of  Christ’s  realization  of 
who  he  was,  his  willingness  to  acknowledge  who  he 
was  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  knew  this  acknow- 
ledgment would  ultimately  mean  his  physical 
death.  And  the  thought  of  Icarus  came  to  me  be- 
cause of  the  human  desire,  physical  desire,  to  fly. 
I’ve  never  met  persons  who  at  some  time  in  their 
lives  didn’t  want  intensely  to  fly,  to  spread  their 
arms  and  take  off.  I frequently  dream  about  flying. 
It’s  my  favorite  kind  of  dream.  But  flying,  espe-. 
cially  for  beings  like  us  who  are  basically  grounded, 
is  exciting,  in  part,  because  it  seems  so  risky.  We 
know  we  risk  falling.  As  Carolyn  was  saying  about 
having  to  go  into  her  studio  and  paint— to  me  that’s 
like  beginning  to  fly.  You  lift  up.  You  hope  you’re 
going  to  make  it  off  the  ground  and  you  hope 
you’ll  be  able  to  stay  up  until  you’re  able  to  alight 
safely  when  you’re  finished  with  your  flight.  Paint- 
ing can  be  like  that  and  one  can  plunge  unceremoni- 
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Inside /Outside,  Pencil  1986 


Peg  Nazari  Marson 


ously  to  earth  half-way  through  and  say,  “Ugh! 

This  is  terrible!  I’m  going  to  wipe  this  out,  destroy 
this  one.”  This  happens  to  artists  repeatedly  which 
is  one  of  the  risks  you  have  to  be  willing  to  take. 

The  thought  of  Icarus  and  the  human  desire  to 
fly  and  to  reach  upward  and  touch  God  was  very 
much  with  me  as  I did  this  painting.  It’s  a physical 
representation  of  the  flight,  the  upward  lift,  and 
also  the  plunge.  In  this  case  the  small  blue  square 
in  the  center  could  represent  either  heaven  or 


plunging  deeply  into  the  ocean  and  ultimately, 
perhaps,  getting  too  close  to  God.  This  is  a fear  of 
mine.  I guess  it’s  what  I was  dealing  with  in  this 
painting:  if  I acknowledge  fully  the  power  that  I 
have  as  a creative  being,  what  will  I have  to  pay  for 
that?  What  will  it  cost  me  in  terms  of  my  own 
wants?  Will  I have  to  put  aside  the  beautiful  house 
that  I live  in  or  the  relationships  that  I have  with 
people  in  order  to  realize  fully  the  gifts  God  has 

given  me?  (Continued  on  page  72) 


Lois  Richter,  Davis  Meeting 
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BLUE  FLOWERS 

1 

All  January,  cold  had  gouged  the  ground 

Under  the  rigid  highways.  Ploughs  worked  nights 

Pushing  snow  out  of  the  roads.  For  weeks  it  mounted 

Alongside  city  traffic.  Though  the  sun 

Blazed  before  nightfall,  crimson,  green,  and  gold. 

Slanting  through  blue  ice,  nobody  noticed. 

Withdrawn  far  into  their  frozen  lives. 

People  walked  fast,  keeping  their  eyes  down. 

Pulling  their  thick  coats  closer. 

2 

It  is  late  afternoon. 

In  a cafe  near  the  airport  turnoff,  a man  and  a woman 
Sit  at  a formica  table  over  their  supper. 

They  gaze  and  gaze  on  each  other’s  shining  face. 

Both  are  smiling.  Their  eyes  are  wet. 

Their  tears  the  bright  gage  of  a given  word 
Which  lifts  from  them  now. 

Strong  as  the  crystalline  blue  above  the  city. 
Wide-reaching  as  the  winterfast  countryside. 

3 

What  sweet  wind,  of  spring  or  winter. 

Carries  our  promises  away. 

And  where  does  it  take  them 
When  we  who  gave  them  are  gone? 
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4 

They  abide.  Chance  can  confound  us  or  time 
Slip  the  knots  of  our  strength.  We  fail. 

But  the  covenants  witness 

That  we  become  saints  when  we  dare  to  take  on  a promise, 

Its  weight  and  fortune,  speaking  words  which  we  cast 
In  the  teeth  of  what  must  be.  They  hallow  the  air 
They  are  made  of,  and  make  safe  the  place  where  they  stay. 

Whatever  heaviness  or  danger 

Come  to  their  makers  afterwards  because  of  them. 

5 

This  oath  I swore  in  another  century: 

“I  have  always  known  you.  All  my  life  I will  love  you. 

When  I die,  I will  come  to  you.  Never  again  will  I leave.” 

6 

The  summer  winds  have  swept  the  land  with  loosestrife. 

Lavender,  gentian,  vetch,  vervain,  wild  aster. 

Faith  was  their  seed,  their  field— unbroken  silence. 

They  grew  from  the  lasting  covenants  we  made. 

Now  thousands  of  acres  avalanche  with  blue. 

Such  force  our  promises  have  to  come  to  flower. 

-Phyllis  Hoge  Thompson, 

Albuquerque  Meeting,  NM 

© The  Ghosts  of  Who  We  Were, 

University  of  Illinois  Press,  1986. 
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(On  Art  as  Risk-Taking:  Cont.  from  page  68) 

One  other  thought  that  I had  driving  to  Yearly 
Meeting  when  I saw  an  accident  at  the  side  of  the 
road,  was,  “How  would  it  be  with  me  if  I were  to 
die  in  an  accident  right  now?”  And  I decided  I 
could  let  go  of  life  and  it  would  be  all  right,  but 
I realized  I had  these  paintings  in  the  trunk  and  I 
thought  I didn’t  want  them  damaged.  I wanted 
them  to  outlive  me,  very  much  as  children.  I think 
all  artists  want  to  see  their  gifts  to  the  world  as 
outliving  them,  living  on  in  people’s  memories, 
giving  them  strength  or  joy  or  inspiration  in  the 
future. 


. , :p  ' 
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An  Invitation  to  Examine  Your  Gifts: 

“What  Canst  Thou  Say?” 

by  Marsha  Chevalier,  Napa-Sonoma  Worship  Group 

Several  F(f)riends  have  asked  if  I would  be  con- 
tributing to  this  issue.  They  wanted  me  to  share 
some  of  the  fabulous  experiences  my  husband  and 
I have  had  sharing  our  God-given  musical  gifts, 
freely,  with  people  of  all  ages  and  backgrounds 
all  over  the  country.  But  somehow,  what  we’re 
doing,  though  it  has  deep  significance,  doesn’t  seem 
as  important  as  helping  others  to  share  their  gifts. 

The  following  queries  have  helped  me  to  clarify 
my  role  as  an  artist  in  ministry,  so  perhaps  they  may 
also  be  useful  to  you— all  of  you  wonderful  people 
who  are  perhaps  tentatively  or  even  actively  think- 
ing of  sharing  your  gifts  with  others  for  the  Glory 
of  God.  So  say  what  thou  canst! 

How  can  the  creative  force  release  the  Spiritual 
Force  and  vice  versa? 

How  is  art  used  as  a communicator,  as  a healer; 
how  can  art  speak  peace,  transcend  differences? 

What  God-given  talents  can  I use  in  God’s  ser- 
vice and  how  can  I use  discernment  to  know  what 
are  not  my  gifts? 

Am  I burying  my  gift  to  keep  it  safe  from  criti- 
cism? How  can  I use  the  deep  well-springs  of  my 
faith  to  keep  from  feeling  vulnerable  as  I begin  to 
share  these  gifts  with  others  in  God’s  love? 

How  can  I better  my  gifts?  What  sacrifices  am 
I willing  to  make  to  do  so? 

How  can  I free  myself  through  Quaker  simplicity 
to  give  my  art  in  the  service  of  God? 

And  so  you  say  to  me,  “Marsha,  that’s  all  fine 
for  you,  but  I have  no  talents.”  And  I say,  you 
haven’t  looked  deeply  enough  for  God. has  given  us 
all  our  unique  gifts. 

In  fact,  there  are  two  gifts  He  has  given  us,  all  of 
us,  that  we  can  begin  sharing  right  now,  today.  The 
first  is  a smile— a joyful,  life-loving  smile.  If  you 
give  this  gift  to  everyone  indiscriminately,  you 
might  feel  a little  silly,  but  you  will  receive  smiles 
back  “pressed  down  and  running  over.” 

The  second  is  a word  of  praise.  When  you  praise 
others,  sincerely,  you  are  helping  to  create  in  them 
the  person  God  wants  them  to  be  by  increasing 
their  belief  in  their  better  self.  Try  it!  It’s  great  fun! 

What  canst  thou  say? 


Anthony  Umile,  Umile's  Photography,  Boulder  (CO)  Meeting 
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Portrait:  Brinton  Turkic,  Santa  Fe  (NM)  Meeting  - Author  and  Illustrator  of  Children’s  Books 
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Letters 

From  Mexican  Friends: 

Once  again  we  write  to  thank  you  for  the  second 
year  you  have  sent  us  stuffed  dolls  and  animals 
which  were  made  by  the  children  of  PYM  for  the 
children  of  refugees  who  gather  at  the  Casa. 

We  save  the  toys  for  our  Christmas  party  which 
we  will  soon  begin  planning. 

We  especially  enjoy  your  gift  this  year  because 
Adela  Chavez  described  her  afternoon  with  you 
and  the  children  during  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting. 

Don  Campbell  is  preparing  a bulletin  on  refugee 
activities  and  I am  writing  about  our  earthquake  re- 
construction project. 

Best  wishes  and  thanks. 

Ellen  De  Gonzalez,  Casa  de  los  Amigos 
through  the  courtesy  of  Kami  Nagatoni 

Friends  from  South  Africa.  . . from  Santa  Monica 
Meeting’s  Newsletter 

Dear  Friends, 

I was  thrilled  and  profoundly  moved  to  receive 
letters  and  greetings  from  Friends  in  Santa  Monica. 
What  a warm  way  to  convey  your  concern  and 
support  to  Friends  in  South  Africa.  I will  send  the 
letters  on  to  our  CERM  clerk  Jan  Hoode.  In  the 
meantime,  I would  like  to  respond  personally. 

Since  April,  when  the  “troubles”  began,  Addo 
has  been  fairly  typical  of  the  East  Cape.  It  started 
with  the  attack  on  a policeman’s  home  and  the 
shooting  of  two  or  three  children.  Then  the  schools 
were  burnt  down,  together  with  our  handicraft 
workshop,  and  a 16-year-old  girlfriend  of  a police- 
man was  burnt  to  death.  A white  farmer  and  his 
wife  were  killed,  and  goats  were  killed  and  muti- 
lated. The  pattern  was  repeated  in  other  places. 

The  police  and  army  moved  in,  and  mass  arrests 
were  made. 

Fear,  dismay,  and  social  disintegration  ruled. 

I prayed  for  guidance,  “What  must  I do.  Lord?” 

I got  two  answers.  The  first  was  to  carry  on  as  I 
normally  do.  The  second  was  “Wait.”  It  was  hard 
to  watch  and  do  nothing.  Then  a British  Friend, 
Simon  Fisher,  was  staying  when  the  first  court 


cases  came  up.  We  went  and  saw  the  confusion 
and  dismay  amongst  the  parents  and  the  rough  and 
unsympathetic  attitude  of  the  police,  who  would 
give  no  information  to  them.  We  also  saw  how  the 
court  was  cleared  (and  us  with  it)  for  the  mass 
hearings  as  the  boys  were  many  of  them  under  16. 
However,  after  their  parents  were  not  called  in  to 
be  present  when  the  charges  were  read,  and,  after 
discussing  the  issues  with  Simon,  I went  first  to 
speak  to  the  local  police  chief  and  subsequently  to 
the  Magistrate.  This  resulted  in  his  asking  me  to 
act  as  a go-between  himself  and  the  parents,  and 
subsequently  I arranged  for  legal  representation 
and  bail. 

The  problems  of  course  do  not  go  away.  The 
police  and  army  have  screwed  down  the  lid,  and 
Botha  fails  to  give  any  kind  of  message  the  coun- 
try needs.  I suspect  he  is  frightened  of  a right-wing 
coup. 

This  lettercard  is  too  short  to  say  much  more, 
except  to  affirm  that  Christ  is  in  all  and  through 
all.  I know  He  has  answers  that  work,  when  we 
ask  Him  for  them!  I know  He  can  heal  relation- 
ships when  we  react  out  of  Love.  After  telling  me 
to  “wait,”  He  then  said  “Go”  (to  the  police,  to 
the  Magistrate,  etc.),  and  like  many  people,  I felt 
afraid  and  inadequate.  I think  it  was  at  this  point 
I was  most  useful  to  Him— because  His  reassurance 
came,  “Do  not  be  afraid,  I will  clothe  you  in  Light.” 
So  we  live  day  by  day,  reaching  out  to  police  and 
black  people  and  young  people  and  old  people, 
trying  to  live  Jesus’  message  of  love  and  hope. 

-Blessings  and  Love, 

Rosemary  M.  Elliott,  Box  124,  Addo, 
South  Africa  6105 
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On  Acknowledging  Differences  Honestly 
Dear  Friends: 

One  of  the  difficulties  that  people  with  dis- 
abilities face  is  society’s  lack  of  knowledge  about 
what  is  involved.  When  most  people  think  of  a dis- 
abled person  they  tend  to  think  of  a wheelchair 
(like  the  one  in  those  cute  little  blue  signs)  or  of  a 
person  who  is  blind.  The  blind  are  particularly 
recognized  because  people  with  visual  impairments 
have  the  longest  history  of  social  activism  and  polit- 
ical influence  of  any  disabled  group,  and  wheelchairs 
are  known  because  they  are  especially  visible  and  a 
great  deal  of  attention  has  been  focused  on  them 
in  recent  years. 

Beyond  this  surface  acquaintance  there  is  little 
understanding  about  disabilities.  This  is  demon- 
strated by  the  fact  that  strangers  often  feel  quite 
free  to  walk  up  to  people  with  disabilities  and  say 
something  like  “What  happened  to  your  legs?”  or 
make  the  extremely  rude  comment, “What’s  wrong 
with  you?”  Because  someone  uses  crutches,  or  a 
wheelchair,  or  whatever,  the  usually  accepted  rules 
of  social  etiquette  do  not  apply.  What  is  striking 
is  that  these  people  usually  have  no  idea  of  how 
offensive  and  hurtful  their  comments  are. 

While  Quakers  are  usually  (though  not  always) 
more  polite  than  this,  I have  found  that  they  often 
err  in  the  other  direction— pretending  the  disability 
isn’t  there.  About  six  years  ago  I fell  down  in  the 
middle  of  speaking  during  a Meeting  for  Worship 
(a  fall  that  began  a series  of  many  changes  for  me) 
and  afterwards  only  one  person  so  much  as  asked 
me  if  I was  all  right.  Whatever  the  reasons  behind 
this  avoidance,  the  effect  on  me  was  to  once  again 
reinforce  my  sense  of  society’s  denial  of  disability, 
one  which  says  that  it  is  not  ok  to  talk  about  falling 
or  crutches  or  weakness.  The  emotional  impact  is 
one  of  tremendous  isolation. 

Denial  affects  the  disabled  themselves  as  well. 
Many  of  us  know  people  who  have  lost  some  hear- 
ing but  refuse  to  wear  a hearing  aid,  or  who  are  un- 
steady on  their  feet  but  refuse  to  use  a cane.  There 
is  a great  stigma  attached  to  calling  oneself  disabled; 
and  this  often  prevents  people  with  disabilities  from 
seeking  services  or  support. 


Both  of  these  mechanisms,  rudeness  and  denial, 
are  based  partly  on  ignorance.  We  simply  know 
very  little  about  disability  and  what  it  involves. 

This  is  not  surprising  when  you  look  at  the  broad 
range  of  disabling  conditions  that  exist  and  that 
until  recently  were  rarely  talked  about:  visual  im- 
pairments, hearing  impairments,  gait  impairments, 
heart  disease,  environmental  allergies,  arthritis, 
respiratory  ailments,  and  chronic  pain  to  name  just 
a few.  One  may  wonder  if  this  means  that  any 
medical  condition  is  a disability.  A good  working 
definition  for  physical  disability  is  this:  any  per- 
manent impairment  of  physical  function  that  causes 
significant  interference  with  usual  activity.  This  ob- 
viously requires  judgement  about  what  is  significant 
and  what  is  not;  but  common  sense  will  tell  you 
that  wearing  glasses,  for  instance,  does  not  usually 
interfere  with  one’s  life  significantly. 

An  important  part  of  this  definition  is  perma- 
nent impairment.  A broken  leg  is  an  inconvenience, 
but  not  a disability.  The  experience  of  being  dis- 
abled is  the  inescapable  knowledge  that  it  will  never 
go  away.  This  is  why  sensitivity  exercises  for  the 
able-bodied  such  as  trying  to  get  around  in  a wheel- 
chair for  a day  only  get  at  one  small  part  of  the 
experience:  getting  around  for  a day.  No  matter 
how  enlightening  the  exercise  there  is  always  the 
knowledge  that  whenever  the  person  chooses  he  or 
she  can  get  out  of  the  contraption  and  walk  away. 
The  experience  of  disability  is  knowing  that  this 
can  never  happen,  and  this  terrible  knowledge  can 
never  be  experienced  by  an  able-bodied  person. 

This  should  not  prevent  us,  however,  from  gaining 
as  much  knowledge  and  experience  as  we  can,  for 
by  doing  so  we  learn  to  relate  to  one  another  more 
compassionately,  and  are  better  equipped  to  serve 
one  another  and  so  follow  God’s  will  a little  more 
closely. 

How  do  we  gain  such  knowledge?  One  way  is 
by  reading  material  about  specific  disabilities  or 
literature  put  out  by  agencies  serving  the  disabled. 
The  seeing  of  movies  such  ?L^Mask,  The  Elephant 
Man,  or  Children  of  a Lesser  God  is  important. 
Asking  questions  of  your  disabled  friends  is  often  a 
good  way.  Many  of  us  (though  not  all,  and  not  all 
the  time— please  use  your  inner  ear)  are  happy  to 

(Continued  on  page  76) 
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(Letters:  Cont.  from  page  75) 

talk  about  our  experiences.  Though  I sometimes 
feel  frustrated  at  having  to  explain  one  more  time, 
it  is  much  better  than  being  ignored.  Listen  to 
how  openly  children  approach  disabled  people  and 
talk  very  matter-of-factly  about  their  situations. 

No  big  deal. 

Whatever  you  do,  please  realize  that  it  will  take 
effort,  and  that  it  will  be  awkward  at  first.  Remem- 
ber our  first  dialogues  with  Blacks,  gays  and  lesbians, 
and  our  struggles  with  sexist  language.  Remember 
how  enriched  our  lives  became  when  we  made  the 
effort  to  be  open  to  these  different  experiences. 

We  know  that  in  acknowledging  our  differences 
honestly  we  can  come  to  a deeper  unity  with  one 
another,  and  with  God. 

Sincerely, 

Bruce  A.  Folsom,  San  Francisco  Meeting 

Strong  Campaign  Against  Nuclear  Power  in 
Luxembourg 

Dear  Shirley  Ruth, 

Your  OctobQx  Friends  Bulletin  ]mi  arrived.  . . . 

I wish  to  tell  you  that— in  spite  of  so  much  material 
I have  to  Friends  Bulletin  is  never  overlooked 
and  occasionally  I also  reproduce  copies  of  certain 
articles  for  wider  distribution,  like  I am  doing  this 
time  with  the  excellent  article,  “The  Myth  of 
Nuclear  Reactor  Safety.  . .”  by  A.  Stanley  Thompson. 

We  have  a strong  campaign  going  on  here  against 
nuclear  power.  The  biggest  European  nuclear  power 
plant  is  Cattenom,  only  15  miles  from  here  on 
French  territory.  If  something  goes  wrong,  Luxem- 
bourg, as  a country,  will  be  wiped  out.  Stanley 
Thompson’s  article  arrives  in  time  for  a campaign’s 
gathering  this  week.  Thank  you  for  having  pub- 
lished it  and  best  wishes  for  your  good  work. 

Peace  and  lots  of  love. 

Franco  Perna,  FWCC  European-Near 

East  Section  Secretary,  1 Rue  B.  Haal, 

L- 1 7 1 1 , Luxembourg 
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Geode 

Geode 


She  placed  it  in  my  hand 
a rough  half-dome 
like  a moon  fragment 
and  from  as  far  away  in  time. 

Millions  of  years,  she  said. 

It  looked  ordinary 
beige  and  bumpy 
on  the  curved  side. 

But  when  she  turned  it  over 

a window  in  the  rock  appeared. 

Behind  it,  crystal  water, 
an  ocean  of  frozen  stars,  grey-blue, 
like  all  time  gathered  to  jagged  points, 
spherical  sounds 

whose  stopped  breath  left  echoes 
soaring  in  fixed  waves. 

I half-expected,  if  it  were  shattered, 
like  the  mirror  it  is, 
balsam  and  myrrh  would  drift 
into  my  heart  and  grow 
a virgin  forest. 

Shirley  Ruth 

Artists  break  the  silence  and  the  separations  of 
each  human  existence  and  knit  us  to  each  other  and 
to  deity.  They  are  sources  of  spiritual  power  among 
us.  We  need  to  recognize  and  cherish  them  as  the 
ministers-of-the-new  which  they  are,  linking  us  to 
Something  older  than  geodes  and  wiser  than  any  of 
us. 

For  all  of  us— for  everyone— hope  and  peace  and 
that  Love  which  never  let’s  us  go. 


S.  R. 


cut-off  line 
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This  is  as  close  to  a string  around  your  finger  as  we  can  manage: 

SUBSCRIPTION  RENEWALS  FOR  FRIENDS  BULLETIN 
PAYABLE  NOW  THROUGH  JANUARY  1,  1987 

Heading  into  the  holiday  season,  be  sure  to  gift  yourself  with  another  year  of 
Friends  Bulletin.  And  won't  you  help  us  increase  our  circulation  by  giving  a gift 
subscription  to  a Friend  in  your  Meeting  who  is  not  yet  part  of  our  Friends' 
communications  network?  (See  forms  below.) 

If  you  send  your  1987  renewal  check  now,  it  will  help  our  cash  flow  which  is 
always  very  sluggish  at  this  time  of  year. 

Many  thanks! 

If  you  are  an  individual  subscriber,  please  fill  out  this  form,  write  your  check  for 
$16.00  to  Friends  Bulletin,  detach  the  form,  enclosing  your  check,  and  mail  it  with 
a 22  cent  stamp.  (The  form  is  addressed  on  the  reverse  side.  Staple  or  tape  edges.) 

If  you  are  a group  subscriber,  please  renew  with  your  Meeting  by  giving  your 
check  to  your  treasurer  or  to  the  person  designated  by  your  Meeting  to  take  care  of 
renewals. 

Gifts  to  Friends  Bulletin  are  tax  deductible  and  most  welcome.  Our  budget 
depends,  in  part,  on  them. 

I am  enclosing  an  additional  amount  as  a gift:  $ 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY/STATE/ZIP  CODE 

Gift  Subscription:  please  send  a gift  subscription  ($16.00)  to: 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY/STATE/ZIP  CODE 

Suggestions  for  future  topics: 


! would  like  to  contribute  articles  or  ? 


I would  be  interested  in  serving  on  Bulletin  Committee or  in  helping 

with  a subscription  drive  in  my  Meeting . 

I would  like  to  suggest  the  following  additions  or  changes  in  Friends  Bulletin: 


[Please  help  your  editors  by  taking  a few  minutes  to  write  your  check  and  enclose 
it  in  this  form.  Many  office  hours  and  much  money  can  be  saved  with  your  help. 
Thanks!] 
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Return  Address: 
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FRIENDS  BULLETIN 

2160  Lake  Street 

San  Francisco,  CA  94121 


fold  line 


fold  line 


Sallie  Bishop,  San  Francisco  Meeting 
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YOUNG  FRIENDS  DAYBOOK 

Friends  Bulletin  invites  Young  Friends  (all  ages  from  grade  school  through  high  school)  to  contribute 
reports  of  their  activities  in  First  Day  School,  Meeting,  or  schools,  their  humor,  photos,  drawings,  poems 
and  stories,  crossword  puzzles,  news,  etc.,  for  publication  bi-monthly. 

Deadline  for  the  March  issue  (we  do  not  publish  in  February)  will  be  February  5,  1987. 


First  Day  School  Halloween  Party, 
San  Francisco  Meeting 
L.  to  r.:  Adie  Johnson,  Shawnee 
Spillson,  Shizu  Saldamando, 
Eleanor  Park 
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Dracula  and  the  Friendly  Witch 
Robert  Riddlemoser  and  Eleanor  Park 
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AFSC  1987  Wall  Calendar 


POSTMASTERS:  SEND  FORM  3579 


Nothing  can  stop  a star  from  shining! 

Ole  Olden 


The  American  Friends  Service  Committee  is  a Quaker  organ- 
ization supported  by  individuals  who  care  about  social  justice, 
peace  and  humanitarian  service.  Its  work  is  based  on  a 
profound  Quaker  belief  in  the  dignity  and  worth  of  every 
person,  and  a faith  in  the  power  of  love  and  nonviolence  to 
bring  about  change.  This  conviction  is  expressed  in  programs 
which  empower  the  needy  and  the  oppressed  to  participate 
in  activities  and  decisions  that  affect  their  lives. 
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Available  now,  for  yourself  or  for  a gift,  the 
1987  AFSC  wall  calendar  with  black  and  white 
photographs  depicting  AFSC  work  around  the 
world.  The  format  allows  space  for  personal  notes 
and  includes  the  major  Jewish,  Christian,  Moslem 
and  Buddhist  religious  holidays.  $6  each,  postpaid. 
To  order  write:  AFSC,  2160  Lake  St.,  San 
Francisco,  CA  94121 . 


Calendar 


December,  1986 
5-7 


27-Jan.  1,  ’87 


Quaker  Center  Weekend  with 
Parker  and  Sally  Palmer: 
“Contemplation  and  Action:  A 
Living  Paradox.”  Contact  Hosts: 
(408)  336-8333. 

Quaker  Center  Year-End  Retreat 
with  Teresina  and  Joe  Havens 
and  Carla  de  Sola:  “Nurturing 
Hidden  Forces.”  Contact  Hosts: 
P.  O.  Box  686,  Ben  Lomond,  CA 
95005. 


28-Jan.  2,  ’87  Young  Friends  New  Year’s 

Gathering,  Camp  Myrtlewood, 
Myrtlewood,  OR.  Call  Jim 
Mari-Navarro  (415)  540-8745 
or  Michael  Turner-Wright 
(408)  425-5629. 


